'SCHOLAR AND  CARPENTER.                  57-
* Yet had I but the past,' she cries, ' And it was lost, I would arise And comfort me some other wise.
But more than loss about me clings : I am but restless with my race ; The whispers from a heavenly place, Once dropped among us, seem to chase Rest with their prophet-visitings.
6 The race is like a child ; as yet Too young for all things to be set Plainly before him with no Jet
Or hindrance meet for his degree j But ne'ertheless by much too old Not to perceive that men withhold More of the story than is told.
And so infer a mystery.
' If the Celestials daily fly With messages on missions high, And float, our masts and turrets nigh,
Conversing on Heaven's great intents ; What wonder hints of coming things, Whereto man's hope and yearning clings, Should drop like feathers from their wings And give us vague presentiments ?